*    The Recall of Ya^atbingyan    *

the poverty and disappointment of his exile, she had
devoted herself body and soul to his comfort, having
acted as his mistress, his cook and his secretary. She
had encouraged him with his writing, danced for him,
sang to him, enveloped him in a devotion which was
some solace to him. Now she packed, blinded with
tears. It was all over, this happy time. For a whole
year, a humble girl, she had been the close associate of
a great man. It had been marvellous to bathe in his
mellow spirit, to look into his eyes and see mystery and
strength. Now he was going back to his high position,
his grand family was waiting to welcome him. No
doubt she would still be retained in his household,
would follow in due course to the capital. But it could
never be the same again, as when she had had his
Honour all to herself.

Almost within the boiling of a pot of rice, the time
specified, the two ministers reached the wharf. There
was little room on the racing boat, and Yazathingyan
took nobody with him. They embarked at once. The
old minister's household knelt on the jetty. His girl
had drawn a scarf over her face. With a shout the crew
plunged in their paddles. Yazathingyan in the prow did
not look back.

161